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EAT SLOWLY 


and in pleasant company if 
possible. If you suffer from 
the pain and heaviness of 
indigestion, take with each 
meal a salt-spoonful of 
PEPSALIA, which dissolves the 
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Lan.bertson (who is nervous, and weighs about a cart-load of bricks, to Dapperton, who has just nipped across, and weighs about nine stone 


‘‘Ou, yes! ALL VERY FINE FOR YOU TO SAY ‘DON’T DWELL ON IT,’ B—B—-BUT——” 








house hold duties were ne 
by order of the Emperor. | 














A CYCLE OF CATHAY. 


[According to the Novoye Vremya, La Hune Cuana has recently stated 
that the bicycle was a Chinese invention, known as the “ happy dragon 
the year 2300 B.c., when it became eo popul«r among Chinese tad 
glected ; the result being that cycling was suppressed | 


A eoop old Li! Our ancient friend Caune Tone 
_ Has beat the record with his “happy dragon ” ; 

Four thousand years ago ’twas flying strong, 
Or All Fools’ Day has set some Russian wag on 
To draw a bow that Stee! 


It must have been a marvel to behold 
Celestial ladies, alias “tottering lilies,” 
Endeavouring to bike in days of old 
With feet all cramped—the slit-eyed little sillies 
Soon over would have rolled! 


“ 


A phantom “ prehistoric peep” we take, 
And feel ourselves belated “ foreign devils,” 
To see each yellow dame her home forsake, 
And hold with pig-tail squire her flow’ry revels 


On wheels of wondrous make. 


O worthy Li, the shade of Konc-rv-tse 
Warns you, I’m sure, in language most emphatic, 
That China’s wares were chop-sticks, opium, tea, 
Joss-houses, junks, and not the fleet pneumatic 
Those centuries B.c. 


Your “happy dragon” doubtless was a “pram ” 
_Or early rickshaw, miserably laden 
With Mrs. Mandarin, meek as a lamb 
Inside, with babies and Manchu hand-maiden 
Packed in a solid jam. 


Perhaps a reason for this fable gay 
,May be its author has been dimly musing 
O’er “Locksley Hall,” and let his fancy play 
On damsels of the Middle Kingdom using 
A “Cycle of Cathay!” 


ies that their 


NOW AND THEN. 
(According to the latest University Authorities, ) 


Tue Present.— Representatives of the Stronger and Weaker Sexes 
considering the Situation. 


She. I can assure you that all we desire is suitable nition. 
He. But, really, a degree is useless. Nearly all the p-ofessions 
are closed (and I think properly) to the weaker sex. 

| She. You forget we are permitted to dabble a little in medicine, 
| He. But really under protest. 

She. Still, a degree would give a woman a certificate of having 
attained a certain odueaiionel standard. 

He. But, my dear madam, you would never be satisfied with 
that. You would require a voice in the government of our 
ancient institutions. 

She. Pardon me, but you suggest an impossibility. 
always been admitted that woman has been the weaker sex. 

He (smiling). In theory! [The concession is granted. 

Tue Furure.—The Position as before, 


He. Pray take my word for it, that all we ask is to be granted 
suitable recognition. 
| She. You must admit that a degree for men in these days is 
| absolutely valueless. All the professions (with scarcely an ex- 
ception) are filled (and rightly filed) by the stronger sex. 
| He. You forget that t clergy are still of the masculine 
gender. 

She. But our foremost feminine thinkers regard the reservation 
with distaste. 

He. Then think of the social value of a degree toa man. It 
would be a proof that he had a mind above rounders, and lawn- 
tennis. 
| She. But, my dear Sir, a man once writing B.A. after his name 
| would never be satisfied with that. It would be the thin end of 
‘the wedge. He would next be asking to have a voice in the 
| government of our ancient institutions. 
| He. Pray let me correct you. I can assure you that you speak 

of a ridiculous impossibility. It has ever been found that man 
has been the weaker sex. 

She (smiling). In fact! 


It has 


[The concession is refused. 
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PUNCH, 








A MANIFESTO OF THE FUTURE. 
"(To be isswed when there is a deficiency of 
Food in England in time of War.) 

Sorprers! You have again proved vic- 
torious! The French have been beaten at 
Herne Bay, and have had to take refuge 
in and put to sea in the local bathing ma- 
chines. The Russians, compelled by your 
bayonets, have evacuated Hythe! The 
Swiss have disappeared from te, 
and the foot of the invading Swede is no 
longer set on the sacred sands of Pegwell! 

soldiers, this is glorious! For these tri- 
umphs follow a series of still well-remem- 
| bered successes. Were not the Germans 
| driven from Scarborough, the Austrians 
from Folkestone, and the Italians from 
Southend? And above all, did not your 
colleagues in the sister service send to the 
| bottom of the ocean the combined fleets 
| of the five Great Powers, Turkey, Spain 
and Portugal, Greece, and the Principality 
of Monaco 

Yes, soldiers, Britannia has conquered 
Zurope in arms! And the result? Why, 
I have the satisfaction of announcing to 
you in displayed type that 

BREAD I8 DOWN AGAIN AT 28, 9D, THE 

HALF-QUARTERN LoaF! 


(Signed) BuNKUM, 
General Commanding-in-Chief, 





| THE CRY OF THE INCOME-TAX PAYER. 


| Ir is “Tax! Tax! Tax!” 
Whether Tory’s in or Rad; 
And it’s “Tax! Tax! Tax!” 
Whether times be good or bad. 
The Surplus swells and swells 
And the doles are fast and free : 
But whosoe’er may have less to bear 
_The burden’s the same for Me! 
For the rate is eightpence still, 
Though ray A lessen the load on the land, 
And though they willingly fill 
The parson’s outstretched hand. 
Of the squire they acknowledge the claim, 
And they don’t forget the Church ; 
But the Income Tax payer, O, thundering 


shame! 
Is eternally left in the lurch. 
Tax! Tax! Tax! 
| In the time of war or peace ; 

Till, tired of the pain in our aching backs, 
| We call all the Chancellors greedy quacks, 
| Who let the parsons and squires go snacks, 
| And make us furnish whatever lacks ; 
| Whatever wanes, our load will wax. 

The patience it passes 

__Uf camels or asses ; 

Tis worse than treacle upon molasses. 
| And, though we are patriots, loads like 


| __ these 
Which are always swelling, and never cease, 
Make us call the land of the Income Tax 
The Land of the Golden Fleece ! 





ONE-DAY WONDERS. 
Page from the Diary of a Constant Reader.) 


Monday.—Terrible! What an awful 
state of things! And to fancy that we 
should have submitted to such a matter 
for so longa time! Well, now that public 
attention is at last aroused, we are sure 
* = the end of it. The Press is full 

wl 

Twesday.—At last it has begun. Ex- 
pected for months, but now at hand. We 
shall learn the truth. Leaders every- 
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ART IN WHITECHAPEL. 


“WELL, THAT’S WHAT I CALIS A HIMPOSSIBLE PERSITION TO GET YERSELF into!" 
’ 











number of opinions. 
otten in the present 
ress is full of it! 


where, and | 
Weather quite fo 
excitement. The 

Wednesday.—What a scandal ! 
might have mn ex Still, the de- 

ils are startling. e public conscience 
seems this time to be absolutely shocked! 
Go where one will, nothing else is dis- 
cussed. The Press is full of it! 

Thursday. —Something like a crisis! 
Troops hurrying hither and thither. The 
fleets all in motion. money-market 
rising and falling like a tennis-ball! What 
will * the end of it? Was ever the like 
seen before? The Press is full of it! 

Friday.—Of course the fund should be 
supported. England is a wealthy nation 
and should be equal to the occasion. It 
is strange that no one should have sug- 


Well, it 


gues it before. Well, now that it has 


n proposed the cash will flow in abun- 
ce. e Press is full of it! 
Saturday.—Something else! Dear me, 
we can’t get one sensation on the tapi 
without it being elbowed out by a fresher 
excitement. Just been looking at my first 
entry this week, and can’t remember in the 
least to what it referred. Well, whatever it 
might have been, the Press was full of it! 





Possibly a Misapprehension of Title. 


Employer (to W orking Man). You haven't 
been near the factory for a week, Sutru. 
How’s that? 

Working Man. Well, Sir, I belongs to 
the Independent Labour Party. We works 
when we chooses, and does what we likes. 
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Professor Scoop, F.N.S. (the great Anatomist, who rather fancies him- 
self something of a lady-killer). ‘‘ Au, MY DEAR Mrs, PUMPPIM, THIS 
1s A Moment I HAVE LONG WISHED FoR!” 

Mrs, Felicia Pumppim (who believes herself so keen on all scientific 
matters). ‘ANd 80 HAVE I, Prorgesson! Now we HAVE A MINUTE 
TO OURSELVES, DO TELL ME ALL ABOUT THOSE DEAK OLD BoNESs OF 
yours |" 


SAMPLING THE SALON. 
(By Our Impressionist in Paris.) 


Finp myself on the Boulevards for the Easter Holidays and 
not visit the “ a de Peinture, Sculpture, Architecture, 
Gravure et Lithographie des Artistes vivants exposés au Palais 
des Champs-Elysées ”—im ible! So direct my steps to the 
principal entrance of the Pret of the Paris International Exhibi- 
tions. Building, by the way, doomed. New one ordered, and 
soon to take its place. Great crowd entering, great crowd 
watching the enterers. Reminds me of a first night at the 
Lyceum, when lion-hunters in humble life watch the celebrities 
flocking to the theatre leased by Henry Irvine. It is the 
“ Vernu "French equivalent to our Private View at the 
R.A. At Burlington House only the cream of the cream of all 
that is most artistic, most intellectual, most respectable. “ In- 
stead of which,” at the Palais de !’Industrie, officials, painters, 
and (as a vast majority) payers of ten francs. 

Passed the a and bought a catalogue. And this is 
“All Paris.” “All Paris” is disinclined to Toa at pictures. 
“All Paris” is in the garden in which appears the sculpture. 
Statues are neglected. Everyone talks, and (when of the femi- 
nine gender) wears a blazing red t. Or rather bonnet. 
Matinée hats no longer the thing—quite old-fashioned. Sonnets 
arrangements of straw worn four inches in rear of the forehead. 
On straw foundation a low brushwood of flowers. Except on the 
left—there a May-pole of the prevailing bloom. Simple and 
effective. Men’s hats much the same as in England. Except 
now and again a perfectly level brim to the regulation stove- 
pipe. Seen something like it before on the heads of an eminent 
artist-writer recently in the witness-box, and a very accomplished 
actor-manager now in retreat. But why this talk about the 
mode? Because it is the chief topic of conversation at the 
“ Vernissage ”’—or nearly so. 

_ But are there no pictures? Certainly. Well-known Parisian 
journalist (born an aristocrat, developed into a democrat) has 





indicated one or two in the pages of a French paper printed in 
English. Search the catalogue for it. No good. “Explica- 
tion” alphabetically arranged as to artists, but nothing said 
about position of pictures. Still, this may be it. A pose of the 
nude. Four or five bouncing hoydens on a river bank chatting 
witha man. From their costume—or rather want of it—hoydens 
have evidently been bathing. River in the background. One 
hoyden has her arm round man’s neck. Ah, to be sure! the 
neck belongs to a donkey’s head. Quite so. The picture repre- 
sents “The Madness of Titania.” French version of a scene 
from A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Wouldn’t do for England. 
Examiner of Plays would object. Might do for “the halls.” 
Wrinkle for Mr. Morton. In their present peaceable condition 
of mind L.C.C.’s would be rather pleased than otherwise. Almost 
opposite Titania admired the wreck of a fishing smack in the 
open sea. By the painter cf “the useless mouths starving in the 
snow” in last year’s Salon. Quite a different treatment. Not 
nearly so sensational. Eminent French critic calls attention to 
the pathos of an outstretched hand emerging from a “ great big 
ol Nonsense! Hand too Might to —> ge 

ost requires a microscope. ight just as w of the 
grandeur of the gilt frame. Find other exhibits noted by Par- 
isian journalist in the first two or three rooms. scribe seems 
to have tired of his subject. Hunt up a reception of the Ozsr 
by French soldiers. The Parisian journalist calls attention to 
the excellent lustre of his black silk hat! Ah, to be sure, French 
sarcasm ! 

Take my own impressions. Several crayon-coloured creations. 
Paintings look as if they had been pes under the direction 
of Master Jacky, Member of the Nursery School of Art. Sea 
made of small circular discs of yellow and pink cheese. So it 
appears to an outsider. Fields of the same tone, but ter 
finish. Then one wonderful picture—the admiration of all lovers 
of pots and s. Girl pouring vinegar into a bottle of gherkins. 
Glass marvellous. Ditto brass. See reflections of the rest of 
the room in both. Two ladies with the head of St. John the 
Baptist. One is spoiling her “Sunday best” with it. The other 
carries it on a eater, although she has nothing on to spoil. 
Or next to nothing. Less biood than usual. ‘Most notable 
shows a German soldier with his two boon companions silenced 
by a shell. Teutonic warrior singing a song. Music stopped 
by the explosion. Some portraits. “ Le Comte de ——” in one 
room, looking slightly feeble. “La Comtesse de ——” in the next 
—masterful. Betting five to one on the lady. Some landscapes. 
Many functions connected with the Russian visit. An eagle 
seizing a hare. A husband about to shoot “a cousin” (with ac- 
cessories) in a hotel. Several “ first communions.” A d kneel- 
ing by a grave (murmurs of “sweetly pretty” from female 
sympathisers with tender hearts), and numerous nymphs turning 
their backs upon the public. ; 

Ah, what is this! Art is entirely forgotten! Everyone is 
crowding round a central figure in the gardens! There is much 
enthusiasm. The private viewers are applauding a lady of strik- 
ing appearance. cheers are received with appreciation. 
And who is the lady? The papers of the next day give the in- 
formation. The lady is one who has recently been divorced from 
her coroneted husband, and who is anxious to secure a “turn” 
at a music-hall! The scene contrasts with the dignified calm in- 
cidental to the holding of the Private View at our own Royal 
Academy. You shrug your shoulders, and come to the conclu- 
sion that after all re are some things managed better in 
England than in France. 








HAY, HAY, SIR! 
(Punch to the new American Ambassador, greeting.) 


Wuen the Mayflower sailed, nigh three centuries since, 

She began a new “Log.” It is now packed with wonders. 
Here goes a new entry! Our love to evince, 

Forgiving old wrongs, and forgetting old blunders, 
We log, “ Hailed the good Yankee bark, Colonel Hay.” 

The world is not ruled by prandial speeches. 
Alas! If it were Peace would come—and to stay. 

But, Sir, we know you, and we love “ Little Breeches.” 
A pleasant beginning fast friendship for winning. 

Shake, Sir! May that friendship last firm and unshaken. 

Since strife between your folk and ours were sheer sinning 

’Gainst nature and reason, each step that is taken 
To knit friendly bonds, without bunkum or blether, 

Is one to the good. Puenres and Lowe. and Bayarp 
Have done their joint best to bring brethren together. 

You ’re on the same track, and may nought make your way 


hard, 
Our May will soon flower. Be sure, Colonel Hay, 





Like the Mayflower, you’re ‘welcome as flowers in May!’” 





—_— 





cot 


| 
the 
de} 


>= 
(= 








| 
| Mar 1, 1897.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








TO AMARYLLIS (OF AUBURN). 
(To explain why Daphnis cannot come.) 

| {* The smockfrock is seen sometimes, though not on Sundays, and here and 

there the plough is even now drawn by Virgilian oxen. But the worst of the 

jepression seems to be over; Auburn is looking up, and Daphnis may as well 

me home from the city. His place is not in London, but here, in the fields, 

where Amaryllis still wears a lilac sun-bonnet.’’—Article in the “* Times” on 
* Auburn revisited,’”] 


Dear Amaryllis, basking in the shade— 
If not on that account the least bit shady— 
Led to the country though I’d be, afraid 
Iam you cannot be my leading lady. 


You may be all that fancy pictures you, 
And varied charms, may be, you do not lack. 
In any case, of course, it’s always true 
Your Auburn hai: is streaming down your back. 


With you one sees anon the homely smock, 
“ Virgilian oxen,” also, plough the tillage, 
Yet these, alas! are joys that do but mock 
Since I’m seanivell to choose some other village. 
Try asI will I cannot quite forget— 
I hope it will not cause you needless pain— 
Though Auburn is “ the loveliest village,” yet 
It is “the loveliest village of the plain.’ 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
LONDON, 


Dear Mister,—Having encountered there is some time one of 
the ces, I have seized the occasion of to visit the Palace 
of the Parliament. One afternoon I go there, and following the 
instructions of the brave policemans  eauive to a great octagon 
hall, where 1 give my card of visit to another policeman— 
partout des policemans |—who indicates to me that I must rest 

| at the end of a range of persons at side of the entry. I attend 
there patiently while that a fat policeman marches of long in 
| large, de long en large, almost on our foots. C’est ennuyant. 
attend as that during one half hour. Of time in time a hwissier 
comes to the entry and cries a name, but never the name of the 
deputy whom I desire to visit, ni le mien non plus, nor the mine 
not more. C'est trés, trés-fatigant. 
| At the moment where I go to ask if I may to seat myself on 
| the pavement of the hall, I hear a hurling, wn hurlement, at the 
entry. It are the policemans and the huwissier who call. The 
| hall resounds of the cry “Béssmpiah.” In fine I comprehend 
| that it is my name, BassomPrerre, pronounced at the English 
| mode. Enfin! I disengage myself from the other persons, and 

I go at rapid'step to the entry where I find the deputy. I shall 
| call him Mr. X. 

He receives me very politely and conducts me around of the 
rooms of the fashion the most amiable. At first we enter 
| in the “ Lobby,” and from there we pass in a couloir, as sombre 
as the corridors of the Palace of Justice. Toujours the gothic 
style, but of another epoch. If they love the gothic style, the 
English, and that in a climate so sad, so black! We arrest our- 
selves at the glassed door of a quite little room, where I per- 
celve some men reading some jou Evidemment une petite 
salle d’attente des hwissiers, ou des agents de la police de sireté, 
that which you call “detectors.” But no! Mister X. says to 
me that this little room, enough sad and enough sombre, is the 
cabinet de lecture of the deputies themselves, the “ Newspaper 
| Room” of the most great, or at the least of the most ancient, 
| of the parliaments of the world. What droll of idea! 

And of more! There is not there one sole stranger journal, 

un seul journal étranger. In vain the brave journalists of Paris 
| discuss the question of Egypt, in vain the most violent of the 
| german writers say thousand injuries, mille injures, to you 
country, your deputies can only read all that translated and 
compressed in the english journals. And of more! There is 
| there but one sole illustrated journal. It is true that, among 
all, the deputies have chosen the most respectable the most 
illustrious, that magnificent journal, of which I am, dear Mister 
Punch, the collaborateur the most humble and the most indig- 
nant, indigne. But the others in your country—the Illustrated 
Graphic, the Black and Blue, the Policemans News—they ap- 
pear never in this little room. 

Then we arrive to some other little rooms, encore plus mes- 
guines et plus mornes, where the deputies can to invite their 
riends to dine. Mister X. célibataire, who has perhaps forty 
years, or less, complains himself much of these rooms so 

shabby.” He desires to invite some ladies and some misters 
of his friends, and he must to receive them in a salle-d-~manger 




















YES. > 
| Misano t 


WI 





FLOWERS OF SPRING. 


A Sxeron at A Dravoenty Martinis’ 








which resembles to a little salle d’attente of an english railway. 
Ce n’est pas grand’chose, that is not great thing. 

And the charming english misses of his acquaintance, whom he 
invites to the fivoclock! It is terrible. The other deputies are 
perhaps more aged, and the beautiful misses come not to render 
visit. to them. “But Mister X., truly I pity him! However, in 
summer, if he makes fine—that which arrives sometimes in your 
country—Mister X. can to receive these ladies on the terrace 
which gives on the Thames. That must to be very agreeable. I 
figure to myself a beautiful afternoon of June, the air soft and 
perfumed of roses, and, on the terrace, reposing himself at the 
shade, the illustrious legislator surrounded of adorable misses. 
What charming fashion of to serve his country |! Mei i voudrats 
travailler comme ga! Agree, &c., UGUSTE. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

le Morte Darthur, by Sir Tuomas Masonry, Part Third. A 
new volume. ‘he series to which this belongs, published by 
J. M. Dent & Co., Aldine House, is the daintiest, handsomest, 
and handiest, ever as yet issued by any publishing nouse. Port- 
able gems every one of them. 

1 do not remember ever having read any work by Even Prit- 
Potts previous to his Lying Prophets, publi by Innes & Co., 
but if his others are equal to this his latest, then is there in store 
for me, quoth the Baron, a great treat, for a more masterly 
novel, both for analysis of character, exact reproduction of local 
dialect, poetic appreciation of scenery, and sustained interest 
in the events de very simple and probable story, it would 
be difficult to find. Where THACKERAY, supposing be had 
chosen such a theme, would have assumed the showman and 
would have stopped to moralise on the action of his puppets, 
Mr. Even Parrorrs, on almost all occasions save two or three, 
continues his story as a narrator, and does not distract the 
attention of the reader at the risk of wearying him by becoming 
an apologist for each action of the beings of his own creation. 
Nor does he fill pages with sordid unnecessary details, as does 
Zoua, though he fearlessly calls a spade a spade, when thereto 
compelled by the necessity of the case. It is a pathetic tragedy 
of homely and very real life, and if we would have had it end 
otherwise than it has seemed good to the author to end it, it is 
because, while reading, we have come to love, pity, or sym- 
pathise with, the principal characters in the story. 

Tue Baron vez B.-W. 
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A REMOTE CONTINGENCY. 


‘FoR GOODNESS’ SAKE, DON'T FIpGET 80, "Enery! You'Lt wave me In THE Warer!” 











SPORTIVE SONGS, 
young Britisher, having taken a fair Ameri- 
can ‘‘rownd the Town,” resents the intrusion 
and anger of her Father. 


Our escapade was very sweet 
The while it lasted, darling ; 

Some day the joke we may repeat 
Without your father snarling. 

You see that he was born discreet, 
Bred up with views severest, 

"Mid ae hats and chokers neat— 
Not what J wear, my dearest! 


I know ’twas wrong when you and J 
Devised that morning ramble, 

When I cried, “ We must do or die! ”— 
You bravely answered “Gamble!” 

And so you joined me in the Square, 
Where with the cab I waited ; 

I made the crossing-sweeper stare, 
With proof of being elated! 


Then merrily, I think you'll say, 
We did a round of shopping, 


It seemed a kind of business day, 
When I did all the stopping. 

And thus at len with such a bunch 
Of springtide buds and blossoms, 

We went te pe Street to lunch 
On “ fri opossums.” 


That was your simile, not mine, 
You ’re Yankier than a Yankee— 
And when I touch your lips with mine 
I’ve hardly time to thank ye. 


The “ fricasseed o 7 
Would make a it: shiver, 
i ’re all about the “ Haggis-Hoax” 
at haunts the Hudson River! 


’Twas when I’d lighted my cigar, 
And your sweet eyes were merry, 

I felt a touch of strong catarrh, 
And tried my nose to bury, 

For there before us both revealed 
Your gallant sire was scowling ! 
His language was most unconcealed, 

*Twas pure primeval howling! 


(Conversation becomes general, and remains 80 





Wipe out your tears = —— lawn! 
y your pain with powder! 
Meet me at eve, at midday, dawn, 
And let your laugh be louder! 
For with these versicules I send 
The proof of Daddy’s hard case ; 
He quite forgot his lady friend 
Had dropped her pretty card case! 








ATTENTION AT THE PLAY. 
(As performed at many London Theatres.) 


Scene—ZInterior of a Private Boz. 
Timz— Towards the end of the First Act of an 
established success. 


Present—A Party of Four. 

No. 1 (gazing through opera glasses). A 
good house. Do you know anyone? 

No. 2. Not a soul. Stay, aren’t those 
the Firzsnooxs ? 

No. 3 (also using a ifier). You 
mean the woman in the red er at the 
end of the third row of the stalls? 

No. 4. You have them. They 
have got Bossy Tznrzrrore with them. 
You know, the Johnnie in the F. O. 

No. 1. I thought Mr. TanTerrore was 
at Vienna. 

No. 4. No; he was anes Sat they sent 
another chap. Brought him back from 
somewhere in the tropics. 

No. 3. Then what is Mr. Tenrerrore 
doing in town? 

No. 4. Oh! come home on leave. 
of that sort of thing at the F. O. 

No.1 Peeaa gros weary of looking at 
the audience). By the way, a propos de 
bottes, I have mt al to invest. Can 
you suggest anything 

No. 3. They say that Diddlers Deferred 
will turn up trumps. 

No. 1. t do you mean by that? I 
only want to pop in and out between the 
accounts. 

No. 3. Then the Diddlers ought to suit 
you. They rose six last week, and ought to 
touch ten before settling day. 

No. 1. Then I am on. Thanks very 
much for the information. Ah! the cur- 
tain has fallen. So much for the first act! 
(Enter visitor.) Ah! how are you? Where 
are you? 

Visitor. Well, I have got a stall, but I 
have only just come into the house. What 
are they playing ? ‘ 

No. 2. I am sure I don’t know; but if 
you are curious about it, here’s the pro- 


gramme. 
Visitor. And what’s it all about? — 
No.1 (on behalf of self and companions). 
We haven’t the faintest notion. 


Lots 


wntil the end of the evening, regardless of the 
dialogue on the stage side of the curtain. 








Lawn-Tennis versus Bicycling. 
(After Goldsmith.) 


Wuewn lovely woman strives to “ volley,” 
But finds that men her strokes despise, 

What art can soothe her melancholy, 
And reinstate her in their eyes? 


The only art her loss to cover— 
To charm and to subdue alike— 
To bring back her repentant lover, 
And fre his bosom—is to “ bike.” 





Imperium tn Imperto.—The Kaiser in 
Austria. 





— 
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“ENOUGH!” 
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PROPOSED ADOPTION IN THIS COUNTRY OF THE AUTOMATIC STARTER. 


Remore Possipitities :—‘‘SomeTHinc WRONG WITH THE WoRKS.” 








THE BEAR’S SHARE. 
(Dr. Watts Up-to-date.) 


Let Turks delight to blast and blight, 
For ’tis their nature to ; 

Let angry Pashas rage and fight, 
For fate has planned it so. 


But, Cretans, you should never let 

_ Your angry passions rise. 

Your patriot bands were never meant 
To mould your destinies. 


The egregious Greek in vain shall seek 
To raise a patriot fuss ; 

The Concert checks Hellenic cheek— 
Obedient to the Russ. 


The Bear and Lion wl no more, 
They ’re banded friends of Peace. 
But—when the Turk’s estate is shared, 

Then it will be Bear’s Greece ! 











A Question of Reciprocity. 


| Dear Mr. Puncu,—I notice that one 
| Evvorr has been placed on his trial for 
— disrespectfully of Her Most Gra- 
| clous Majesty the Quezn, he being an 
| officer of the Transvaal Republic. I could 
| not help wondering, when I read the in- 
telligence, where we should be able to try 
all the British officers, who have spoken, 
and speak, disrespectfully of President 
Krvorr. fancy that they could not be 
accommodated with any comfort either at 
the Crystal Palace or the Albert Hall—at 
least, such is my calculation. 
Yours in doubt, Corwetrus Cooker. 
Logathrim Club, W. 


Curious Mitrtarny Fact.—The seat of 


war is always the spot where two forces are 
| Manding up to one another. 





**ELEGANCE AND EASE.” 
JEAMES DE LA Pivucue stood six feet two, , _ 
His calves were pink and his livery blue ; “ogee FOR YOUR OWN SAKE, 

is head was powdered, and proud his|\/ sive up your present life, Discard 
mien | Vaal playing, ae and roulette. 

As in nobleman’s gentleman e’er was seen. | They will be your ruin. If you want ra- 
But Jzames pe 1a Pivcne had a social | tional recreation, buy the new patented 
club, | game, ‘‘ It’s a great big shame,” price one 
Where he took what he called his “hextry | shilling. My best love to you.—Your 

b,” ‘heart-broken MorHer. 

M\HE EUROPEAN CONCERT would 
keep better time if they purchased 

___ | BrummacEm’s Pure Gold Watches, at 5s. 6d. 


ADVERTISEMENTS FOR THE MILLION. 


grub, 
Where he smoked his pipe with a jovial air, 
And forgot the deportment of Belgrave | 
Square. 


| apiece, as supplied to Royalties throughout 
i | the world. 
AKLING! Don't forget to supply 
your sweet self with Koven’s Lo- 
| zenges (in boxes at Is, 1}d., 3s. 7hd., and 
48s.) until my return.— Your guardian 
|angel, Tug Devout Lover. 


H! DARLING PAPA, do use the last 
dividend you collected for me in buy- 
| ing Pure English Cigarettes, instead of nast 
foreign cigars. If you do, I shall “tan 
|you so much, booty puppy.”—Your own 
\daughter (with a separate estate), LitTLe 
| TODDLEKINS. 
DVERTISEMENTS intended for this 
, if not received to-day, will, if 
| they arrive in time, be gladly inserted to- 
| morrow. 














In East Dorsetshire. 
apedetrian 
| viting-looking 

had tp > = 2 a ae" 
“Oh, there ’s going to be a grand fuss about the | _, ative. I doan’t know nothing "bout « 

High Hat nik aoe but nobody ’s taking a bit right o way, but if thee happens to meet 

of notice of me!—and what would a High at be | Squire’s keeper I guess thee find there ’s 

without me? ”’ la wrong o’ 


to Native, pointing to in- 
Peek. Is there any right of 
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BACK TO BUSINESS! 


Arrer A Re.igy tn A PARLIAMENTARY Recess 








GOING FOR GRACCHUS. 


[‘‘ Guaccnus” has suggested signalising the Diamond Jubilee Year by 


the abolition of the silk hat. } 


Great Scott! At the suggestion wisdom smiles ; 
Wild spasms of sardonic laughter rack us. 
Fancy the “ chimney-pots” from ’midst the “ tiles” 
Banished | by “Graccuus ”! 


Jubilee japes are many, but this jest 
Is sure “ no joke ”! it stirs impetuous passion 
In plodding Trade’s mild, imperturbable breast, 
And “ riles up” Fashion. 


Abolish the Pot-Hat? Aisthetic craze! 
_“ Graconus ” hath heart of flint and brains of batter. 
Now, now we know the meaning of the phrase 
“Mad as a hatter.” 


What? Celebrate the Diamond Jubilee 
_ By leaving hundreds of poor hatters “ clemming ” ? 
Nay, save us from that dismal destiny, 
Benzamin Hemurne! 


That noble champion, of Nelson Square, 
Is square, and a true hero, the de’s Ngison ! 
He writes a ong smart letter, too, to air 
e theme he dwells on. 


“Go it, great Hemmine, Hero of the Hat!” 
The Trade exclaims. “Afsthetic prigs attack us, 
But he, our Benjamin, lays Gower just flat, 
And knocks out ‘Graccuvs.’ 


“The artists of this era are a 


t, 
With all their twaddle of technique,—sheer fudgment ! 


And as to when a gentleman’s well drest 
Who ’ll trust their judgment ? 





“Their art’s all footle and their hat all flop; 
Trimness and tightness, symmetry and sleekness, 
They cock the nose at, but a Hatter’s shop 
Might teach them meekness. 


“Swashbucklers and art-students, clowns and cads, 
Cowboys and organ-grinders, pn s and costers 
Love floppiness ; so do the finick fads 
Who paint our posters. 


“But Gentlemen—and some still serve our QuEEN, 
Thanks most to H.R.H. and England’s Hatters !— 
Know stiffness, silkiness, and spotless sheen 
Are mighty matters. 


“*Graconvs’ would mark the Diamond Jubilee 
By levelling England down to Buffalo Billiness. 
Oh, hideous mixture of disloyalty 
And utter silliness! 


“There ’s safety in Silk Hats! Other head-gear 
Brings a vile blend of rascalry and dowdiness. 
Shall we perpetuate in this Jubilee Year 
e rule of rowdiness ? 


“ Forbid it, Heaven, and the Hatting Trade!!! f 
Squash-hat Kem Hanpre’s levelling tide for stemming, 
Cry ‘Down with “Graccnvs,” of the Downward Grade, 
And up with Hemwmine!!!’” 








Toby on the True ‘‘ Unspeakable.” 


Tue cruel Mussulman men flout, 
But there’s a man more cruel than 
The Turk, and that’s beyond all doubt, 
The | Muzzle-man. 











crue 
The Turk may call his foeman dog, may be, 
But does no’ treat him as my “ friends” treat me! 


a 

















| 
| 


| 


| sad disap 


which ha 


| Strand, 


sped to Birmingham. Chester, 
borough, Gantt Stoke, Oxford, Cambridge, and Crewe Junction. 





May 1, 1897.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 








rr 


j 
fi 
he 
“> 
' 


dell iy, 


uy 


Ht “”> 


‘ “dt ptt ay 
hh J ; 
Hig le’ a” ? = aa a 
Vija A as 


“Ws fa > 


a ¥y, og) on tay, 4 i ye 
. fé my ; 
¥ /) f L Mit way (La yh ¢ 

7 mon : 


5 
s 


- at *. 
CUP | 


AGRICULTURAL DISTRESS. 


Landlord (who has been listening to his Tenant's grumbles), ‘‘We.L, SMITHERS, YOU MUST ADMIT YOU'VE HAD GOOD LUCK WITH 


THE LAMBS,” 


Tenant, ‘‘Umpn! Tere art Too MANY BY HALF. 


Look WHAT A SIGHT oF MoNEY THEY 'LL Cost TO REAR!” 








THE PHANTOM VEHICLE. 

THE youth was almost crazy with excitement. It had been a 
intment to have been absent from the great meet 
taken place while he was abroad. He had longed to 
join in the shout of enthusiastic exultation that had greeted the 
commencement of the movement that practically was to revolu- 
tionise the universe. He had read eagerly the newspapers teem- 
ing with descriptions and prospectuses, and then had travelled 
post-haste from the Antipodes to his native land. 
ss “Tt is a great thing for the nineteenth century!” he exclaimed. 

It would have been a thousand pities had the honour been 
delayed until the twentieth could have claimed the distinction. 
But now to work! I must see them with my own eyes! Oh, the 
joy, the triumph of it!” 

_He hastily left his house. He expected to meet the object of 
his search outside his door. But it was not there. 

Ah!” he said to himself, “I shall find them in the busy 
streets, in the public places, where the men of commerce most do 
congregate.” 

But again he was disappointed. His quest was fruitless in the 
r leet Street, Oxford Circus, the Poultry, and Cornhill. 

How absurd! ” murmured. “Of course, they are in the 
suburbs. Greater London is the place for them. It will be time 
when Brixton and Tooting are occupied for Lombard Street to 
@ invaded.” 

_But a visit to the delightful localities to which he had referred 
yielded no results. He was equally unsuccessful in Kensington, 
Richmond, Putney, Chiswick, and Wimbledon. 

Ah, the parks ! I shall find them in the parks!” 

But he did not. Hampton Court was free, and so were the 
graceful grounds adjacent to the Albert Memorial. 

The provinces are always in advance of the metropolis,” he 
thought. “TI will go farther afield.” 

Se - he remounted his bicycle. He journeyed to Westward 
0; he He was found in r- 





And the result was ever the same. Nothing to be seen. They 
were nowhere. 

He had grown prematurely old. He was dispirited. But still 
| he would have continued his examination had not fatigue bade 
| him halt. At last he fainted. When he recovered he told his 


story. 

“But what have you been looking for? ” asked the doctor. 

Then came the reply which showed how hopeless had been his 
perambulatory investigation from the first. He murmured, with 
a deep sigh, “I have been searching for a motor-car!” 

“ But you have not found one?” queried the medical man. 

“T have not.” 

“No more has anyone else 
lapius. And the statement 
scientific research. 


” returned the disciple of A‘scu- 
had the admirable accuracy of 


PROVERBS FROM THE PLAY. 

i may fill a comedy with tons of talk, but that won’t give 
it a plot. 

A line after a time freshens up nine hundred and ninety-nine. 

A woman may be called, on the stage, trente-siz, but that 
won’t make her appear older than twenty in her dressing-room. 

Look after the stalls and boxes and the pit and ry will 
take care of themselves. 

A hiss is not so good as a smile. 

A notice that is one man’s bread may be another man’s poison. 

If silence before the curtain is silver, signed letters in the 
newspapers are golden. 





Scotland for Ever! 
“Wuy,” asked the old customer of the MacTavisn, “have you 
|changed the name of this apartment from the Milton to the 


| Burns Room ? ” 

“Frae puir patriotism,” replied the Laird. “’Deed, 
wherefore shouldna one blind poet take the o’ anither ? 
Ye’d no be wanting me to name the chamber the Wilfrid 


Lawson?” 
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DARBY JONES ON THE CITY AND 
SUBURBAN. 

Honovurep Sir,—I feel assured that, 
during the visit of the eminent Dr. Nansen 
to this country, he must have left a speci- 
men of the North Pole in the keeping of 
the Royal Geographical Society, or some 
other influential body, for never do I re- 
member the Newmarket Craven Meeting 
to have been so afflicted with that chilli- 
ness, which is more suited to Mr. Harry 
ps Winprt on the bleak shores of Behring’s 
Straits, or Mr. Jackson amid the none too 
congenial surroundings of Franz Josef 
Land, than to yours truly in the vicir ity 
of the famous Ditch, to which we invari- 
ably raise the chimney-pot or bowler of 
commerce and conventionality. The vic- 
tory of the Prince of Waxes with Mousme 
on Thursday, however, threw a little 
warmth into the meeting; and will Mr. 
Hawke and the Anti-Gambling League be 
down on H.R.H. when I state that he had 
a bit on his pretty child of St. Simon? 
(N.B.—I never knew a race-horse yet with- 
out a bit on it when running. Twiggez 
vous, honoured Sir ?) 

In the meantime, what do Mr. H. and 
the Agzravated-Grandmother League 
want? If they imagine victory assured 
because a few bookmakers and their gen- 
teel pencillers are convicted, they err as 
lamentably as did Mrs. Partrneton when 
battling the Atlantic Ocean with her mop. 
Take the word, Sir, of an old and white- 
whiskered pard. You might construct the 
Channel Tunnel or travel to Pekin in an 
aeronautical vessel, but, if we were Medes 
and Persians, the laws couldn’t prevent us 
from imperilling our paper, gold, silver or 
bronze in the Game of Speculation. And 


VIVE LA POLITESSE! LADIES FIRST! 








lif Mr. H. and the Aggravated Grand- 


| mothers drive us off the Turf in England, 
| you may rest assured that, like Irish sham- 
rocks, we shall rise up again somewhere 
else, be it on the Shand shine of Thessaly, 
where gate-money meetings would be of 
immense advantage to King Groner ot 
Greece, or on the gentle sward which, I 
am told, environs the great and salubrious 
lakes of Africa. 

But, jam satis, as the poet said when he 
had finished the pot of marmalade. Let 
me turn my lighthouse eye on the troubled 
sea of the City and Sub—a name which, in 
this abbreviated form, rhymes nicely with 
“pub,” and Bacchus and that German 
beer-swiller, Gambrinus, know that the 
Licensed Victuallers not only flock to Ep- 
som on the occasion of this London-cum- 
Clapham and Tooting contest, but are 
always accompanied by a Birnam Flower 
Garden of Licensed Victualleresses, ma- 
trons and maids, dames and damsels, 
ladies and lasses, relieved for the nonce 
from the strain of the beer-engine and the 
manipulation of the corkscrew. Bless their 
happy faces! Their manners may not be 
those of Lady Clara Vere de Vere, but 
they are a good deal better than those of 
Madame Sans-Géne at Sir Henry Invrno’s 
Theatre, in my humble opinion. 

And now to business. Let me mount 
Pegasus with the hope, Sir, that you, and 
the Princes and Nobles with whom you 
consort, have your silken handkerchiefs so 
well tasselled that you will be able to place 
a goodly number of shekels on the selec- 
tions—remember I am of the 1, 2, 3, or 
Ancient Order of Starters Belief—of your 
true friend and faithful adviser. So here 
goes, as the exclaimed when he 
rescued the child who wasn’t drowning. 








With Fallen crest I'd surely be 
Did Awral head case win the prize. 
The Bornean nag is not for me, 
But Cagliostro can’t despise. 
The Hebronchitis runneth well, 
But I prefer the Scottish Bay. 
The Devil pulls, as all can tell, 
Against the Peace we need te-day. 
But give the Market Horse to me, 
Conjointly with the Almond Tree, 
And Me//y in the one, two, three. 


There, honoured Sir, is the little pro- 
e laid out as neatly as Lieutenant 
aN Goprrey was wont to arrange his 
melodious selections for the Trooping of 
the Colour. Knowing that you are some- 
what chary under the Hawke-Hawkins de- 
cision of risking your revered self within 
the precincts of a Place, I take leave to 
tell you that, in partnership with my 
friend, Captain Pau Quisspy, I have 
c a coach, which will be found on 
the Hill (close by the topmost “ Knockme- 
downs”), where business can be done with 
the utmost secrecy and despatch. 
Ever your devoted helot, 
Darsy Jones. 


WE ARE SIX. 
A Wordsworthian Fragment. 


I mer a little Concert chap, 
He was one of Six, he said ; 

His hair was thick, but, by strange hap, 
Less thick than was his head. 








He had a simple stolid air, 
And he was quaintly clad. 

He said, “I’m here to see all fair! ”— 
His folly made me mad. 


“Your co-performers, wooden-head, 
How many may you be?” 

“How many? Six in all,” he said, 
And wondering looked at me. 


“And what’s your game? I pray you 
tell!” 


He answered, “Six are we; 
Young Curzon is an awful swell ; 
Our ships are on the sea.” 


“Tf Curzon is an awful swell, 
If ships are on the sea, 

What mean the Six? I pray you tell 
What your joint game may be.” 


Then did the little chap reply, 
“Six Mighty Powers are we, 

And Three of us—well, we stand by, 
And watch the other Three! 


“ And of the latter Three there ’s One 
© seems in a queer fix ; 
The other pair, they boss the fun. 
Ah! we’re a Mighty Six!!!” 


“Tf Three are mute, or dead,” I said, 
“ And One is in a fix, 

You ’re practically Two!” But still 

That Concert cove would have his will, 
And said, “ Nay, we are Six!!!” 





Honours Divided. 
(Thought on Transactions in the Transvaal.) 
To open people’s eyes one man desires, 
mes special business is to shut 


them ; 
One politician has to pull the wires, 
Another has to—cut them! 
It all depends—sure nothing could be 


r— 
If you are in Mafeking or Madeira! 
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* GP CHARTREUSE, 


® These delicious | iqueurs, which 

have come so much inte public 

tavour om account of their won- 

de: fu! properties of aiding Diges- 

+ tion and preventing |'y le 

can now be had « f all the primet. 

7 pal ay ine and Spirit \erthanta, 

\ and all good Hoiels and Restas- 
hoat the Kingdom. Sole Consignes, 
LS, Crute itehed d Frias %, London, B.C. 
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FRERES’ {._|\aammeeer Sh | re ES 


ville 


FIRST QUALITY —- Ay. 2 oy 


i's Motel, 
Of all class caterers in the | seed Kingdom 
“ Superior Vintage Wines of Maly.” 
ELEVEN ’ 
YEARS 
OLD. 
This Grand 
Old Whiskey 
isa blend 
of the produce 
of the most 
famous High- 
land Small 
Stills 
26s. the Gall., 
50s. the Dozen. 
Cash only 
free on receipt of P.O. for 4s. 84 
RICHD. ‘MATHEWS & CO., 
HART 8ST. BLOOMSBURY, WC. 
1 La ADING Mencuawts thre pughout 
LA and the Coton ins. 


EERINGS ston | Fee BI LALESE SOR 
CoPpENHAGEN OR a A www 
(HERRY ®RANDY. aT aadidiet ae” | ae, 


B oi THE BAR-LOCK TYPEWRITER c0., Ltd., 12, Queen ‘Victoria St., London, E. GO. 
The est IQUCUP, —_| GUARANTEED PERFECTLY HOLLOW CROUND. | «Enjoys general favour.” —Lancet A AV F N 0 F R 
“ ATOR 
IGOAT. pj PE S From all Chemista, or The Crown Perfumery 
(= : Co., 177, New Bond Street, London, W. 


GUARANTEED 
PERFECT 


Clips on Coat. See AN) Fe y 
Flexible stem. Cover to bowl. . 
Por Cycling, Travelling, &c. - 
3/- post free. e 


PATENT PIPE C0. Ivory, 6s. ; Black. Thomas Turner & Co. make 
“) | their own steel bona for Pree List of Cases. From 
18, Victoria #¢., Bradford all Dealers, or write direet to Makers 


__] Agents Wanted, T. TURNER & CO. Suffolk Works, SHEFFIELD COPYRICHT 800K 
. Whe will oupply through nearest Agent ‘ How TO DiISiInFECT” 


“ ” Py, 5 Tstler 
heativandin ed mo puntains of Ask for “ Encore” Pocket and Table Cutlery. stmt race 


























panne Verortaeie 


Scotin I come. Tue Sanitas CPL? fectly Harm 
lew Wil - 


DEWAR'S _ e —, 3S wens toe 
> Patronised by the 

ot Wales. Firet Prise ‘Safe, pleasant, & useful.” — Lancet. 
waht lat tla Hortcal” the seomneh 


ESS=| PACKHAM'S aL ee 
"THE BEST inthe WORLD. T A B LE W ATERS BOTARIC MEDICINE 00,,8, NEW OXFORDS, W.0, 
THE ‘SCOTSMAN «= hneto-Prasy? = Woan, and "Pont ate C E LL U LA R 


nse- Pow Mo s n t t , 

BRAND. ‘9 | H ‘s +f req ree Tua ; ail” Mine hines sent ot AKE MADB WITH 
font T nd Carriage Pai upplic 
? swsouss, okt arvana tA.tucia.|| DISTILLED WATER. | — SHIRTS AND UNDERWEAR. 
RANSOMES, SIM: & -, spsWicn. Manufactory, Croydon 
ot- Be e - HEALTHIEST AND BEST vom ALL SEASONS 
-- ughly ma 4 : vie! = AN CLIMA 
fam hd Rh * Tilwstrtted Price List of Juik range of Cellular 
Peg Goods for Men, Women, and Children, sent 
post free on application, 


. sam . 4 th ‘i OLIVER Yk BS, Ye a7, treet, W 
i: ae mith. Premier ca RE ees” 
PERFECT MECHANISM 























FEED YOUR CHILDRE) Oe G Per de 


D®RIDGE'S > oe 
TENT conwen FOO —- Soft, Bias’ 1S, 6/-, 10/-. 





























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI—May 1, 1897. 
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GOLD MEDAL, 
Health Exhibition, 
London, 


The British Medical 






Journal says :— Invalid , and the Aged all other foods are 
“ Benger’s Food has . oo 
| by its excellence estab- rejected. It is in- 
lished a reputation of ” 
its own,” Sold in Tins, 1/6, 2/6, and 5/-, by Chemists, dc., everywhere. valuable. 
— - —————— —_ ——_—___—_—_— —— 





ll 
The London Medical 
Record says :— 


“Retained when 


‘OOD 


For Intants 



















IT SPEAKS 
FOR ITSELF. 


Rich— Mellow— Mature. 
Sold HERE, THERE, and EVERYWHERE. 


runt, PATTISONS, Lro,, ciemsz2 


DisTiILvers, 
LEITH—BALLINDALLOCH—LONDON. 
Head Officee—Constitution Street, LEITH. 
BSTARBLISHED ie 


Needham’s 


Polishin 
| &> Paste 


The most reliable preparation for cleaning and brilliantly polishing 
Hirass, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, Platinoid, &c. Sold everywhere 
Bouse Mascracronens 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, Sheffield. 
London Office: 8t. George's House, Fastcheap, F. ( 


CC. Brandauer & Co’s 
| Circular-Pointed Pens. 


















SEVEN PRIZE 
MEDALS 
Thene 
Feries of 
Tens Write as 
Emoothly as a 
T ead Pencil. Neither 
Reratch nor Spurt, the 
points being rounded by a4 
special process. Assorted 
Sample Box for 7 stamps from the 


Works, BIRMINGHAM. 





Holders of Sixteen Warrants of Appointment. 


¢. ) , 
Gqgeton ,dJowurels 


Joyal eB Herge j 


The “ EGERTON” PERMANENT DYE 
(Por LADIES, CHILDREN, sxo GENTLEMEN), 

AND IMPERIAL WOOLLEN AND WASHING DRESS MATERIALS. 

These choice producte, a the very latest improvements in 
the manufacture of Dress Goods, competes a vast variety of shades and 
of prices. FANCY TWERDS, HOMESPUNS, &c. A large range in the 
jes of the Present Season. for Gentlemen's and Boys’ Wear NEW 

} AND SUMMER PATTERNS POST FREE. Any length 
Sold. Carriage Paid on orders of 200. and above to Railway Stations 
in United Kingdom. Special rates for Foreign Parts. Address 


EGERTON BURNETT, Lro., woitinccon “Somerset, ive 


Connection with any London or Provincial Firm. No Agente 











- US 


—<_ = =z 























PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY 


Mh) fee ono | 








. Pa & a ft 
wea h, “Ore >, > 


ey a 


4 : ; ae Dy as ; 
Pears’ Soap | 

ust always continue to hold its place in the good opinion of women who wish 

to be beautiul and attractive. Its purity is such that it may be used on the tenderest q 
and most sensitive skin, even that of a new-born babe. 


(Established over 100 years—2o International Awards. 











Be sure you get the genuine.) 


————— i, lr 





** Represents 


attainable.’’ 
| Lancet. 


the 
standard of highest 
| purity at present 



































NO ALKALIES USED J 
9 (as in many of the 80- _|. 
called “‘ pure’’ Foreign 
coe a Cocoas). 5, 
Cocoa. — 
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